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ship and bad ice nothing but his resoluteness and courage enabled him to reach our canip at all. The skipper wanted to turn back to Norway, but my brother said:
"No, never. Walter ordered rne to go to Camp Wellman, and to Camp Wellman we are going, if it takes all summer."
Finally they managed to break through the ice, and bad news awaited them. There was brave old Paul Bjoervig, alone with the dogs! Again the fates had played him a cruel trick. He and his comrade were out hunting on the sea-ice one day during the winter, when an ice-cake turned turtle, a man fell into the icy sea, and was lost. Once more Bjoervig was the sole survivor of an Arctic wintering party.
Worse still, from the Expedition point of view, was the ruin of the balloon house. During the winter it had been completely destroyed in severe storms. All that remained was a tangled mass of broken timbers, buried under mountains of snow. It looked like a hopeless task indeed, that of clearing away the wreck and building a new house and getting the ship assembled, inflated, and making a voyage during one short Arctic summer. But our men. went at it. Fortunately I had sent up a cargo of timber and other building materials/ fearing some such disaster might have befallen us.